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OVERTURE by Mr. ABEL. 


ACT I SCENE I 


A GanDER. 
Maxta enters, followed by BELLaront. 


AIR 1. [Cocchi] 


Mar. T2 me why thu: you centinue to ves me, 
Why with ſuch obflinate Suit you pur ſue me. 
Bell. Af not * thus I am te 2000 thee, 
Why with fuch ſome Suit I purſue . thee. 


Still muſt IH thee ; 
a” grant what Pe vow'd to deny thee 


What t 3 | 
Still if I ply thee, - 


Pity may grant what your Pride may deny me. 


Mar. Tell me; Oe. | 
Bell. M not, Oc. Ir Duetto. 


Bell. What whim is this; Maia ? Why do you fly 
from me at ſuch a rate ? 
A 2 Mar. 


_ - * 
- 
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- Mer. Ridiculous ſtion !—— So fanguine, ſo 
ſucceſsful a Lover es Bellefont is, might 
have concluded, that no Woman can have any 
other Motive for flying from him, but the Pleaſure of 


Bell. Oh! your moſt Humble Servant. But 

really I'm no Match for ſyou at theſe Wes : 
The Dance you have led me over Hedge and Ditch, 
acroſs that Walk, dowa the next, over this Field, 
round the other, might be good Sport to a flender, 
well-breath'd Stripling of a Lover; but to your 
Adorer, who is ſomewhat corpulent, it is actually 
intolerable ; and I do proteſt to you, that if you offer 
to ſtir a Step further, I will abſolutely give over the 
Chace. 

_ Iafufferable ! Will no Submiſſion fatisfy 


u 
5 I Submii- 
fion, I might be faiished ; but I doubt that little 
rebeilious Heart' of yours will not be ſubdued upon 
ſuch eafy Terms. 

Mar. Upon eaſy Terms, depend on it, I never 
ſhall ſubmit: I have obſerved fo little Complaifance 
aſter Marriage, that I ſhall look to teceixe all oy 
Portion of it before. 

- AIR II. [Lampugnani.] 
Hatpy, trifling, careleſs Liver ! 
l can touch my Heart, 


Till your Sighs, your Tears diſcover, 
That you feel i ove's keene Dart. 


Nen I fee thee humbly 'ying, 
Captive of my conquering Eyes, 

IWeeping, fighing, fainting, ” 4% 
Such Submiſfton may ſuffice. 


de ſewere the Liver's Duty; 
ach the Trophies due to Beauty, 


4 — — _— — >» dich 
— r — —— 


In 


* 
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In ſhort, Mr. Bellafont, as you are ſo much deyoted 
to your Eaſe, and I am fo great a Lover of my Free- 
dom, I fear we can never conveniently meet. I will 
venture therefore, to take Leave of you. i 
you think fit to repoſe — after your Fatigues, I 

wou'd recommend a Seat in that Arbour to you ; or, 


if you rather chooſe to take a ſolitary turn down that 


Walk, I promite you Iwill not interrupt your Medi- 
tations. 

Bell. Stay, I beſeech thee, Maria, if it is only ti 
1 can :ell thee, that in Spite of all this cruel Indiffer- 
ence I amdeſtined to adore thee. | 

Mar. All this is extremely well ; but to he ferious 
for a Moment. Allow me to aſk you what teaſon- 
able Hope you can have that my Father will ever ap- 

ove of your Pretenſions ? and without his Conſent. 

am apt to believe I ſhall never be ceſperate enough 
to liſten to your Addreſſes. bY 

Bell. Why then, Maria, ſeriouſly I have no one 
Reaſon for hoping, but that I never in my Life cou d 
deſpond ; nor have I any Excuſe far the Folly of per- 
ſeverigg in my Addreſſes, except that I love you, and 
have naturally a Paſſion for all extravagant Attempts. 
A Soldier of Fortune, the needy Son of a younger 
Brother, however noble his Extraction, can as ill ex- 
peR to ſucceed with a Father of Sig Antony Withers's 
ſort, as think of aſpiring to a Lally of Maris Merit 
and Beauty.-—To delineate myſelf ts you in one 
Word; my Family is noble; my Proteifion more 
ſo ; if I was not a Min of Honour 1 ſhou'd nu: be 
the Deſcendant of my Father, and if I was a Card 
I cou'd not be a Briton, | . 

Mar. To me, Bellafont, this may be Recommen- 
dation ſufficient ; but my Father would aſk, What 
are your Poſſeſſions ? where lies your Eſtate ?” 

Bell. I have none: after having aſſiſted aut Con- 
queſts in every Quarter of the World, I muſt confet:; 


that there is not one Foot of it which I can call h/, | 


own: wy Patinony is my Sword, 


Az Mar.” * I 


ä 


9 


s THE SUMMERs TALE. 

_ Mar. A very bonourable Inheritance for a fingte 
3 ent Jointure for a 
þ Bell. Had I the Poſſeſſions of my Uncle, Lord 


Lovington, I ſhould with. Pleaſure caſt them at your 
Feet; but a Booby Couſin excludes my Hopes there ; 
end I reap no other Fruit from his Alliance, than the 
Conſolation to ſee that Avarice can make the richeſt 
Man as indigent, as Fortune has made me. But 
what avails this ?——1I forget it is to Maria I am 
ſpeaking, who has the Art to deſtroy the Peace of 


AIR IL [Boyce.] 
« See how the genial 


* 
1 


_ 


4 The Fields, the Groves, the Flowers appear 


| Au hark ! in yonder vocal Bower, 
% The Turtle plies his amorous Theme, 
4 « All Nature owns Love's mighty Power, 
| — © And drephy drinks the quict ning Beam. 


* And tell muito theſe Scenes impart, 
** No friendly Warmth to thee alone ? 

ili thou nor give me back my Heart, 
Mer yet repay me with thine own ? 


* 4b! why wou'd Nature make thee ſair, 
And not diſpoſe thee to be kind ? | 
* To hve, alas! 2298 

« And not to love is to be * 


r. Huſh! for Heaven's fake, here comes my 
© Father, as faſt as his Legs can carry him. As you 
dem to think me fo very difficult of Perſuaſion, I 
il leave = wy ous Rhetoric wich him ; 
A though, if adviſe, you had better make a 


Ah! the's dead 


4 1 
IF 


| — 
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Retreat : for J-ſhall faſt 
wy Ie n 


SCENE I. 


BeLLaronT withdrews to the back Scene. Sir Aur. 
Wirtuers enters. 


| Sir Ant. A fine Morning !—Surely I heard a finging 
ſomewhere hereabouts in the Graye :—No ; *twas 
only the Field-keepers the Rooks from- the 
Grain ; or the Hogs perhaps each other in 
— roſs as Beans.—Let me ſee; I've ftroll'd a 
——_— Tl ev'a fit down a while, 
2 ng's Meditation. Well, *tis 
ar. age Cale z _ 
Dogs, cry. > 


ed. 
Time will not be at the ſame 


_ BelLaronr advances. 
Bell. 1 am in doubt whether I ſhall accoſt him or 


1 „ a N - Countenance. 
ir Ant. I caſt ye over my Mofni 
Work. Ay! it — {Puts Puts on his . 1 


« Auguſt the 25th ——Wind Weſt by Weſt ; 


« that is, a little to the South of the Weit.“ (Right, 
it is ſo.) „Thermometer, en three Degrees 


L anda half, by Farenheir's Scale.” (Fub !) Peter 


« tells 
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tells me it was miſty at Sun-riſe ; 
* hot Day.” (Wak'd as uſual with my 


ic of a 
Sinkings; 


never right, when the Glaſs is below changeable.) 


Ah! Sir Antony ! Sir Antony ! 
Bell. Sir Antony Withers, I'm your moſt humble 
Sir Ant. Sir.. flarting 
ir Ant. Sir [Harting] 

Bell. ] beg pardon for interrupting your Meditati- 
one, but my Buſineſs being ſomewhat urgent 

Sir Ant. Let it be what it will, Sir, this Surprize 
is not very civil; by my Say-ſo ! it has diforder'd me 
not a little. 

Bell. What a fantaſtical old Prig it is! [Afde ] Is 
2 * the Matter with you pray? [Sealing 
Sir Ant. Lud! Man; don't halloo fo———My 
Nerves won't bear it ——But who are you? whence 
come you ? what's your Buſineſs here ? | 


Bell. My as I told you, Sir, is with 


Sir Ant. Well, let us hear it ; it gives a Man an Air 
of Conſequence to be ſhort with a Stranger. [ Afede. 
Bell. Sir Antony Withers, you have a Daugh- 
ter 
* Ant. Granted !——This Fellow has ſurely been 
"ning. 1 
Bell. Her Name, as I think, is Maria 
Sir Ant. It is ſo.——1 hope he did not overhear 
the laſt Hem, however. | 
Bell. | have ſeen her, and convers'd with her; a 
moſt angelic Lady ſhe is 
Sir Ant. I cannot ſay I am of that Opinion. 
3 It is on her Account I trouble you with this 


Sir Ant. Hamph ! I gueſs'd as much ——Þ1I tell 


— what, Sir; if you will turn down by that 


orn-beam Hedge on your Right Hand, and keep 
ſtraight along the Walk, twill bring you at the Bot- 
tom of it t6 the Garden-Gate—you'll find it Hrs. 


* 


. 


4 016. « _ 


* or | " 


you know who he is: tha I oma 


Beauty enough to make Old Age 
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let me never ſee your Face any more. 

| AIR IV. [Arnold.] 


0 r adieu ! 
« My Daughter is no Mat you : 
home ; ſbe's fick ;-ſbe's dead; 


vows ſhe will not 


% Nay, never frown, and /ock fo bluff, 
boy Faure fairly bed ; you've /aid — 
De Man wwbo lets fly Reynard bee; 

«© When once be's caught him in the Neef, 
« Richy dejerve: to loſe bis Gooſe. 


is a very ® manner of diſmi 


„that this 
a before 
perteQ Stranger to 
12 myſclf, I have an Uncle, Lord Lovington, who 
believe ie not unknown to you. | 

Sir Ant. Lord Lovington, fay you ? And have you 
the Preſumption, Sir, to rival your Uncle ? 

Bell Rival my Uncle !—— What is it you wear? 

Sir Ant. Why, Sir, my Lord Lovington is an ho- 
nourable Admirer of my Girl, Maria, whom you are 
pleaſed to call by ſo many fine Names. 

Bell. Is he ſo? Ridiculous old Dotard ! [ Afde.] 
Oh ! yes, Sir Antony, I am perfectly well acquainted 
with my Uacle's Paſſion for Miſs Withers ; the has 
its Infirmities: 
no one can ſee her, and be inſenſible to her Charms. 

Sir Ant. I apprehend, Sir, you are under a Miſ- 
take ; Lord Lovington has never ſet Eyes on 
Maria : it is to my good Friend, Mr. Shifter's Re- 
port of my Daughter, that ſhe owes the Honour he 
does 


„M. B. The Airs marked this are compoſed for this Oc- 
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does her by his Addrefſes: no doubt you are ac- 
quainted with his Peculiarities ; but he 1s 

rich; and, altho' I am an utter to his Per- 
ſon, yet I am determined my Girl pay implicit 
Obedience to his Will mine : for as much an 
Angel - 0+. I dont think her a Bit too good to 
a Lord. 

Bell. ! I muſt change my Battery; a ſudden 
Thought vikes me. 22 Sir Antony, I am 
overjoyed at what I hear; 1 fly to my Uncle. 
and tell him what Reſolutions you bave taken in his 
Favour ——* Twill be joyful News to him. 

Sir Ant. Hold, hold! what is all this Haſte ? You 
are overjoy'd, and you ſhall fly to your Uncle ; how 
is all this? By my fay fo! 1 have ſworn you 
had been ſoliciting for yourſelf. 

Bell. For myſelf ?. Ha ! ha! ha! And that was the 
Reaſon received me fo very coldly ! 

Sir "It was fo. Ha! ha? ba! {« 

Bell. Very truly !-—— Why, Sir, my Uncle 
himſelf is on the way hither; I do but come before 
by his Lordſhip's Orders, to prepare you and the 


young for his R n. > 
Sir 2. Wha ſay you? Is my Lord Lovington 
coming hither to my Houſe ? lack! good 


lack ! why where are all my People ? 


Jh 
cle you know is in Years, and travels Qowly: 
you will have Time enough to get every thing in 


£ 
2 
K 
T 
5 
: 
: 


Sir Ant. So, ſo, ſo! this is excellent News ! How _ 


things turn out ! Sir, I heartily aſk Pardon for the Re- 
co_ I gaye you; but to fay Truth, ſeeing an 

er in my Garden, I took it into. my Head that 
ou were one Capt. Bellafont, who frequen's theſe 
arts. i 

Bell. Bellafont ? Who is he, pray? 

Sir Ant. Oh! Sir, Capt. Bellafont is an idle 
impertinent—but in ſhort he is not worth our talking 
of, —He bas the Confidence to make Love to Maria; 
but I have given the Girl a Leſſon upon that 1 4 

ject, 


"© Omg Rn Rr. RIES 


c 
i 
h 


- 1 n 
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muſt take my leave: I have my Uncle's pofitive 
Commands to return. He is ient to know 
if his Viſit will be acceptable, will be tran- 
ſported with the Account 1 ſhall bring him. 
| "I 
AIR V. - - ©, [Arnold] 
With theſe happy Th 
Ir 
Ere the Sun ſball diſappear, 
Expect to find a Suiter herr. 
With eee bo hn 
In that Emblem y 
How the Young adern the Old. [Exit. 
Six AnTowy alone. 


”—— ſenſible, well-bred, decent kind of Man, 


iſe! 


{Goes down a Side Walk, 


SCENE II. 


Ciara and Han v enter again. 


her. 
, I'll tell her a 


this confounded 


! What 

Heels? 

as a She 3 

gone towards 
and meet 


'd the Glaſs wou'd r 


ly 
Hut. — She's 
down this Walk 
t on her 


her as wari 


— 0 
I wou 


[ 


Maſter's 
HH 


his 
ſe; Ill 


bs As im Hy 
Clown 1712 


Well, if 


f 
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SCENE IV. 
Sir Auron calls to CLARA as fbe is going out. | 


Hiſt ! Clara! Mrs. Clark! Hem! Whither away 
n 
Oh! 87 , . I was 
ſtepping to the Houſe to inquire Mrs. Olivia, 
who I underſtand is there. 6 es 
Sir Ant. Well, well, Mrs. Olivia won't be gone, 
and | ſhou'd be glad to ſpeak a few Words to thee, 


that's all. 
your Commands, pray Sir ? 


Cla. What are 
Sir Ant. I don't know what to fay?—Why do 
you look ſo grave, Child? How do the good Peo- 


„where you board, behave to you? I m 
2 — 7 and bl. Fam bet 
27 — you”; thou'd be much with 
them if they did not. 

Cla. Oh! Sir, they are the beſt Folks in the 
World, and the moſt obliging. 

Sir Ant. | hope you have recovered the Accident 


that has confined you in theſe Parts; the Hurt that 
you received by the Fall from your Horſe, I mean 
(Ceremony upon theſe oceaſiuns is nothing 
more than a civil for not being rude ) 

ci Perfectly, 1 thank you, Sir Antony; — 
much that I ihink Fah leave of the Farmer 


this very Day. | 

Sir Ant. Marry, Heaven forbid it! Tou wou'd 
not leave us, Clara; you muſt not Stay,. 
ſtay! I have ſowething to fay to u 
Odflids! what am I going to do? Why I 


way thinking Gadſbud ! ſure I am running 


2} AIR 


; 
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996 
er þ the 
Nay, k 7 


a WM. . . 
near 4 
— 22 be all, Sir, 
_ Hl be within your Call, Sir. [Exit. 
Six Auron alone.” 


Well, go thy ways for this Time. What a 
„ into, and all to no Purpoſe! 
— I did not think ſhe cou'd have reſiſted ine ; 
but, all things conſider'd, perhaps, tis better as it 
is; fince tis more than borobable, I might have 
found it caſter to conquer her ſcruples, than my 

owu. 


4 
= 
* 
1 
= 
3/7 
EL 
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own. Well; had it turn'd out to my Wiſh, I might 
have enrich'd my Diary with an Item of ſome Con- 
ſequence ; but as it is, it's likely to prove a mere 
Cypher in the Account. 


SCENE V. 
an Apartment in Sir An ronv's Houſe. 
Ozivia, Mania. 


Oliv. Depend upon it, Couſin Maria, tis as [ 
tell you : your Heart is further engaged than you 
1 E. You love this Bellaſont without know- 

it. 

Mar. Now ,cou'd I hate you, Olivia, heanily for 
r Secret, that I wiſhed to have concealed 
from all World ; nay, if poſſible, from myſelf: 
But I was telling you of our laſt Adventure in the 
Garden; I own I am impatient to know how he got 
off from my Father. 

Oliv. Why indeed, my dear Child, when I think 


of your Father in this Affair, I own I tremble for 
you. 


} have known my old Friend and Neighbour 
edges. « to believe that any Merit can prevail with 
him, which has neither a Title to flatter his Vanity, 
nor Wealth to bribe his Avarice. 


Mar. Heigh ho! I begin to perceive I have play'd - 
the Fool. | | * 


AIR vn. © [Bertoni.] 


O Love, tyrannic God, whoſe fatal Dart 
Nw tales - dr, finger 

I feel thy wengeful Shaft trans Heart, 
— — Soul, 


Oliv. Well, Maria, youre not the firſt Daugh- 


tter who has ventured to difſent from her Father in 


the Choice of a Lover. "And why not diffent ?-—— 
I am perſuaded Nature means out Inclinations to be 
B 2 free, 
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= 


Oliv. Well, be that 


are 
it}, that 
muſt be cunfeſs'd : So modeſt, fo well ; I am 
perſuaded there is ſomething in her Story more than 
050 I have alwa ſo.—But you ſee 
ys __ | 
this, Maria, how the reſt of your Family-have. dif- 
pore OS Capt. Bellafont is a Man of 
onour, and a ſenſible Woman's Eſteem ; 
you need not therefore bluſh at the Choice: and 
tho” I ſhou'd be the laſt Perſon to infpire you with 
Principles of Diſobedience, or to ſupport you in 
them, yet whenever you appeal to me from the 
Perſecutiap of a capricicus Parent, who wou'd 
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aſſure - Right to. make you wretched, my Houſe, my 
Fortune ſhall be open te your Uſe. | 

Mar. 


Generous Olivia ! how can I ever repay Jo 
ſufficient Thanks ?—— 
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SCENE VI 
4 Ot1via is going out ſbe is met by CLana. 


Orivia, CLARA. 


Cla. Madam, ſhall I entreat your Patience for a few 
Ou. Moſt readily, Child: what are your Com- 


Ov. I am an Woman; and as ſuch have 
LE 

Fe. ve conceived a very good Opinion of 

S 

the Hurt 


that you recei 
ſets than you 


\ 
8 


F 
,. 
— 


ſhall | 


Oliv. What do I hear? 
young Withers thus ingrateful, thus inſenſible ? _ 


me ho 


this 


enjo 
P 


njury can dif it. 
x Av of it 2 
inted Love. 0 Frederick, Frederick ! dear 


and that he made him a VI 


perate e 
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Youth ! 
AIR X. 


Whi'e on Earth's ſoft Lap de 
Ligthly fal's the feather'd Snow ; - 
Nature awfu''y attending 

Each rude Wi ind ferbid, to blow. 


White and pure cob f appearing, 


—— 10n wiogagt 
Soon t A4 Sea oy wg 


Thus my foo'iſh Heart be' 

Liflen'd to bis art Tongue ; 
All bis Vows 0 7 Þ 
On fry roma Accent 


F Time miſlak 
22 ur, Fate ; 


Now an at leaged ferfalen, 


Sad Experience comes too late.” 


„Amelia, there is ſome Miſa 
ner, T know his Inti 


* 


Was Frederick, was 


My Family were then in Treaty with the 
I mentioned to you before : intoxicated with 
his extravagant Offers, they omitted no Meaſures to - 
engage me to accept his Addreſſes ; nay they were 
| nough to employ Frederick to ſolicit me: 

| but alas? ther Advocate ruined their Cauſe ; my 
Heart firſt conceived a Diſtaſte to Lord 2 


Twas A How 
nhappy, diſa 2 


(Ruſſell. 


with ö —— 
this Summer of ſome 


and 


12K. 


i 


what i 


u. 


— 


— 


plaiuly 


fer A one Fa my Father ſurpriz'd him 
and the next = 


atk, | 
for ever. 


D qc ol 


1 


17810 150 110 5 
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SCENE un. 


The outſide of Six Antony: Garden : Heway 1 diſ- 
. 


be riſes. 


— dd Tighs ? 

2 riſes this ſoft gn nn: "eb 

In vain my Heart each Effert tries 

To combat its fond Inclination. 

How belpleſs am [! 

rr el fy? 

Where ſhall paar Hen ſuccour ? 

2 og N 
Too feeble my Art 

= To afſuoge the mm Smart. 


Aue li enters. 


Hen. Oh! ifackins! Tam glad you are come, Mrs. 
Clara : Look here ; I have been plaiting a Garland 
for you to wear at the Harveſt-home - to-night, if yon 
are ſo minded to accept it. 


* 1 Thank thee, Henry; I'll: wear it for thy 
e. 


Hen. 
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Hen. That's kind now. But come, will you be 
walking homewards : Father and Mother will wonder 
what's become of us. 

Amel. Alas! Henry. I came to bid you farewel. 
Some Reaſons, which I can explain to you, oblige 

. Night, Wall” SS I. 


it will compenſate for the 
A and the ill vill thou haſt got from thy 
c 


r and I want 


Perſon of your 'Y beſeech you to tell 
me, wherein Father or „or I have offended 
. s amiſs, that they can remedy, 


o it, PII vouch for them—and as 
for me, I be in Pian i aſt your Pardon berg on 


TN Nothingis . nothing 
Man; your Humility, 257 cars. Cera . 
fes me. Neither thou, nor Father, nor 
8 you have ever offende = 8 
owe all, (eſpeciall 
Thaaks for a Jroufand Services, which > times 
1 as I am ſure they ſpring from your 


Hen. 


myſelf—bur tho” T am a 


Kneel not to me, 


r_ 
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Hen. Tis enough: I ſubmit. * 
rect you wherever you go ! 


AIR Xl. Duetto Cocchi} 
Amelis. Vg! 


Hard Fate ! 7 fac Friend; to ſever, 
So faithful o true : 
A pars 2 Aa thee ; 


fn do guide ther; 


$CENE VIII. 


An Apartment in Sir Ano v's Houſe. FazpenICK 
and Mani meeting. 


Fred. My dear Siſter |— _ 

Mar. 2 
returned » W a Stranger þ ve 

_ Frederick ! Ty 


Fred. A indeed ! not to you only, but 
to r and Contentment. 
7 melancholy Lover ! What, | 
orld before you are well get 
—5 dankend you! 


[Embr ber, 
YE ſee 


fallen « out with A—_— 
into it . How ſtrange 
ſtill for 7 


L. A. N did you but know | 


5 7 
voy 


* $s it you. can be weak enough ill 
to ene 1 for Amelia, who you know has 
—_ „ Wealthy ? » 

RY informed 35, *p; AE alas! 

Maria: you talk like a N Fey, like one a 

Stranger to the Pains I feel ; you the leaſt No- 


tion of Love, or had ever ſeen her blooming Youth 
and Beauty; had you heard her lively innocent Wit, 
or been a Witneſs to her ſoſt, ſweet, engaging Tem- 


per, 


3 
2 


, 
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per, you wou'd own with me, that her Charms were 
e. 

AIR xm [Count St. Germain 


O fatal Day to my Repoſe, 

When fir /t — , „ 
No Peace my wretched Boſom knows, 

I love, alas! and I deſpair. 


Mar. My dear Frederick, was I in a Humour for 
Mirth, how I cou'd laugh at you now! but alas! 
you are not the only unfortunate one of your Fa- 
: tho' you think I have fo little Notion of 
„ perhaps, Brother, I may be able to give a 
at it z and © Conſcience, I think it a very 

Matter for a Girl of my and — 
to be condemned to the Arms of a of Three- 


ſcore. | 

What do you mean ? You to be married to 
Man of Threeſcore ? | 
Mar. So my prudent Father has decreed it ; 
this Moment received the fgtal Sentence 
ps. Judge therefore whoſe Fate is the 
yours, in being deprived of the Woman 
ire, or mine, in being deftin'd to the Man 


, 
for Heav'n's ſake, has he 


Mar. To one you never ſaw, Lord Lovington. 

Fred. Fortune deferd you from his Embraces ! 
1 know his Nephew Captain Bellaſont intimately, 
and have been many times entertained with his Ac- _ 
count of his Uncle's ridiculous Humours.—ls it 
poſſible my Father can be ſerious ? 
Mar. Serious? why he is abſolute ; and his Lord- 
ſhip is expected this very Day. 

Mar. Never. fk | 

Fred. Fear nothing then: for the Sight of him 
cannot fail ro frighten away theſe abſurd Reſolu- 


mily 


ve 
Li 


tions in his Favour, Why, Child, he looks like 
2 Courtier, 


THE SUMMER. TALE. 2 
a Courtier of Oliver Cromwell's; and is in every 
Particular both of Manners, Dreſs and Addreſs, a 
Character of as different a Caſt from our finical Fa- 
ther's as poſſible. 5 
Mar. I'm glad of it But you faid you knew his 
Nephew, Captain Bellafont: what is he? of a Piece 
with his Uncle ? 

Fred. The very reverſe; I do not know a more 
honeſt, good-humour'd, ſprightly Fellow, and with 
a Heart as full of Courage as it can hold: his Fail- 
ings are all either of the ſocial or the amorous Sort ; 
and I know no good Thing he wants, but more Diſ- 
cretion, and a better Fortune. 

Mar. So, fo!— 

Fred. Well, but you don't intend to obey my Fa- 

ther, if he ſhould be ſo perverſe. — 
Mar. Obey him, Frederick! no, I promiſe thee I 
ſhall not, while there is a Window in his Houſe to 
jump out at, and a Man in the World to catch me. 
If he was Father and Mother both, I ſhou'd think 
my Happineſs rather too great a Compliment to 
make him. 

Fred. Well faid, Maria: your Reſolution gives me 
Spirits ; but I will retire to my Chamber, and get 
off this * before I ſee my Father and 
his grave Son-in-Law. 

Mar. Do fo. [Exit Frederick.}] Well, Maria, 
how is it with thee now? This Bellafont will be too 
hard for thee at laſt. My Brother's Report has done 
his Cauſe no little Service. Marry! beſhrew the 
Fellow! Of all Things in the World, what I with 
moſt to avoid, is falling in Love, and methinks I take 
every Method of throwing myſelf in its Way. 


AIR XIV. CArne. ] 


Ab ! what can defend a poor Maiden from Love ? 
Ye Prudes, your Expedient impart, 

This pleaſing Intruder how ſhall I remove, 
And guard the ſoft Paſs to my Heart ? 


B 07 


— 


©) 
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Of Mothers and Mies how wretched the Lives, 
Your's alone is the ſenfible Plan; 

They only are blefi like you who deteſt 

hat horrible Creature call'd Man. 


But when at our Feet the fond Wretches we view, 
How can we refuſe 'em, 
Or ſcornfully uſe 'em ? 

is your Caſe, ye coy Virgins, cou'd you ? 


Exp of the Fist Act. 


" 3 BR. 
SCENE I. 


A Table ſet out with Wine, Pipes, &c. Captain Br T- 
LAFONT enters with FexpinanD bis Servant 
carying a Bundle of Cloaths. 


Ferd. ND fo, Sir, you think by aig 
$ 


rſelf in this old Trumpery, to pa 
rſelf upon Madam Maria for your Uncle Lord 
vington? The Lord have Mercy upon ſome Peo- 


ple's Heads ! 
[Throwing the Cloaths on a Chair. 
Bell. I ſhall have no Mercy upon thine, Puppy, 
if you run on at this rate. But fince you aſſume by 
Right immemorial a Licenſe of | cm to me what 
you pleaſe, and how you pleaſe, let me know why in 
your great Wiſdom you object to this Scheme of 
mine ? which, to ſay the Truth, was the Reſult of 
Neceſſity rather than Invention. | 
Ferd. Why object to it, Maſter of mine,. 
for every Reaſon under Heaven. Firſt and foremoſt 
for the weightieſt of all Reaſons, becauſe I did not 
ropoſe it myſelf. ——In ſhort, I object to it as a 
del ker, a Politician, a Lawyer and a Chriſtian. 
| Bell. 


„ 


„ FF. W 


nor have I an 
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Bell. Since I have nothing better upon my Hands 
at preſent, I will indulge you in your prating. Tell 
me why you object to it as a Soldier? 
[Sitting down. 
Ferd. Becauſe as a Soldier it wou'd become you 
better to carry her away Vi et Armis (as the Saying 
is) and not to ſneak off with her in this pitiful 
Diſguiſe. You know I adviſed you to make an 
lik Wedding of it, and I have ſtation'd our old 
Comrade Paddy O'Connor at hand here to aſſiſt 


9 Bell A notable Contrivance truly! but I would 
have you to know, M. Wiſeacre, that I neither 
mean to force or to trepan Maria into a Marriage ; 
other Deſign in this Diſguiſe, than 
an innocent t. My Uncle, it ſeems, is 
Dotard enough to ine upon paying his Ad- 
drefſes to her, and her\Father is Coxcomb enough 
to ſacrifice her to his Vanity ; I therefore do no Party 
any real Injury, and may be the Means of reſcuing 
her from Unhappi ; 
Ferd. And which is more to the Purpoſe, a re- 
duced Commander, with his faithful, honeſt, brave, 
but hungry Servant, from immediate Ruin and De- 
cay. O Glory! Glory! thou haſt undone both me 
and my Maſter. In ſhort, Sir, have her I wou'd, 
and the ſhorteſt Way is the beſt Way. As for this 
Scheme of perſonating Lord Lovington, I think her 
too worldly to marry you in your own Character, and 
too wiſe to have any thing to ſay to you in your Un- 
cle's ; beſides, ſhe'll diſcover vou and expoſe you. 
And theſe were my Objections as a Politician. 
——As to what I had to offer as a Lawyer and a 
Chriſtian, as they are Characters which have no- 
thing at all to do with each other, I will have no- 
thing at all to do with them; and fo I ſhall be 
leave, Sir, to ſing you a Song that I learnt of an Iriſh 
Benedictine at St. Pierre's. ee 


» 


B 2 AIR 
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AIR XV. 


Ye Swains ſo faint-hearted, who figh for the Fair, 
So brim-full of Love, hut of Money ſo bare; 

Ye Soldiers ſo flout, who make Slaughter your Trade, 
Who ftand to a Man, but who fly from a Maid: 
Mou d you conquer alike both the Fair and the Foe, 
Strike home, my dear Honey ; and follow your Blow ; 
if the Damſel conſents, take her flraight in the Mood, 
If 


not, gently force her, tit all for her Good. 


S C&S NS. 6 


A knocking at the Door. SIT TEA to them. 


Bell. Run to the Door, Sirrah !—1 — — Maſter 
Shifter the Attorney, who will be a neceſſary Inſtru- 
ment in my Deſign ; and here he comes — Maſter 


Shifter, I am heartily glad to ſee you: Sit down, I 


pray 2 Maſter Shifter. Ferdinand fill this ho- 
1 5 a Glaſs of Wine. _ n 
ift. So, ſo; enough, n n, enough! 
Captain, ſhall I crave * Buſineſs ? Time is 
1 is but ſhort. A Man is but a 
Torn to Pieces, as one may ſay, — 
pull'd Limb from Limb——up and down 
about and about. Fuh! [Pulling off his Mig and 
wiping bis Head.) It cannot laſt for ever; it can- 
not laſt for ever. Sir, my humble Service to you. 
[ Drinks and begins to fill bis Pipe. 
Bell. Maſter Shifter, I have a little Matter of Bu- 
ſineſs wherein I want your Aſſiſtance ; and as I take 
u for a friendly——good humour'd honeſt ob- 
iging Fellow, I make no doubt of your complying 
with my Requeſt. 
LA. Bellafont repeats the Terms, friendly, Cc. 
Oc. Shifter at each Word removes his Chair 


further from him. : 
Shift. Humph! I gueſs your Meaning, Captain; 
in the Country Prac- 


and I believe there is no 
| . tice 


a * — a; 
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tice that has better Notions of Friendſhip and Ho- 
neſty, and all that, than myſelf; and when it lies in 
my way to do a good Turn (that is, upon Conſidera- 
tion) I am always to do it ; but Buſineſs muſt 
de followed, ſometimes here, ſometimes there. 
The World is the World, and Money' makes the 
Man. Apropos! I _ your Occaſions look” 
that Way; but, alack aday! the Country's drain'd 
the Nation's undone——Taxes upon Taxes 
——-ſuch a Sight of Red Coats to pay, and not a 
Guinea ftirring ; not a Guinea ſtirring. Hark ! 
I am call'd away.——Captain, Pll take my leave; 
not a Drop more, I thank you. | 
f [Gets up to go. 


Bell. Hold, hold, Maſter Shifter, miſtake me not ; 
I don't want to borrow ; but to give away. ' 
— (Shaking bis Purſe. 
1 — 


AIR XVI. [Arnold.] 


back, behold * 
be ſhining Gold; 
Come, take, and freely uſe it. 
| Hark ! hark, it chinks! 
Sweet Sound; methinks 
| No Lawyer can refuſe it. 
See ! here's a Bribe 
For half your Tribe, 
- And will you then be jogging ? 
'Tis generous Wine, 
How bright ! how fine ! 
Come, take another Noggin. 


I fee you relent 
is enough, be content; 
To ſuch pleafing Allurements what Saint can with- 


fland, Pt 
The Glaſs at the Lips, and the Gold in the Hand ? 


Ferd. Lord help you, Mr. Shifter, you little think 


what a World of Wealth my Maſter is poſſeſt of. 


e. | 
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He borrow? No, no; he never can want Money 
any more. Why, don't you know he ſerved all the 
War, and has got a matter of Thirty Pounds 


9 ings, and tis all in a Purſe 
there : 
Shift. Maſter Ferdinand, a Man will ſometimes 


i ; every thing (do you apprehend me ;) has 


two Handles, a right one and a wrong. 


Ferd. And if you have two Ears, Maſter Shifter, 


take care I don't pull one of them off, before this 
Day's at an End.—Sure my Maſter won't give him 
his e; I know he has not a Fellow to it in the 
World. e [ Afede. 
* Well, Captain Bellafont, what is your 
Will? this Affair I muſt own prime facie look d a 
little unpromiſing ; but that Purſe has a very agree- 
able Sound with it; ſhall I examine the Contents ? 


AIR XVII. [Granom.] 


'Tis agreed; ſay no nere; & 
All my Scruple's are ver ; 
1 am your's, my Lad, Body and Soul : 
Thus for better, for worſe, | 
I join Hands with your Purſe ; 
I warrant I'll manage the whole. 


Fill a Glaſs, my brave Boy ! 
What is Honour ? A Toy: 
What is Honefty, Friendſbip or Fame? 
Give me Gold, and all theſe 
I can buy when I pleaſe, 
And put beggarly Virtue to ſbame. 


Politicians they ſay, 
Only firuggle Yor Pay, 
Each one 2 his Conſcience to Sale; 
And the Patriot ſo nice, 
When you bid to bis Price, 
May be your”s for the Turn of the Scale. 


Then 
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Then draw out your Heard, 
Count it down on the Board, 
To refuſe it I won't be ſo mad; 


Since there can be no doubt, 


Shou'd one Lawyer bold out, 
But that more of the Trade may be had. 


Bell. Well done, well done! the Money ſhall be 
all thine without Let or Hindrance, every Guinea of 
it upon certain Conſiderations, my Friend. 

Shift. What are they, Captain? what are they ? 

Bell. You know my Uncle Lord Lovington 7 

Shift. — ] hold his Courts. 

Bell. And are well acquainted with Sir An- 
tony Withers? . 

Shift. Oh! lackaday! Hand and Glove, Qs: 
why I am more obliged to Sir Anthony Withers 
than to any Man living : bis Father prenticed me out 
to Lawyer Trickſter; ay, and his preſent Honour 
has always been my Friend, wet and dry as one 
may ſay. I can never do —_— for Sir Antony ; 
I hate to be behind-hand in Gratitude and good 
Offices to any Man. 

Bell. I am ſorry the Caſe in Queſtion don't exactly 
tally with that Gratitude * s to Sir Antony; 
for, t6 tell you the plain Truth, I want you to affiſt 


me in robbing him. 
Shift. Robbing him ? 


Bell. Ay, robbing him of his Daughter. 

Shift. Madam Maria?—O Lud! O Lud! 
the Wickedneſs of ſome Folks! . 

Bell. Come, I make worſe of this Matter than it 
deſerves. You fee thoſe Cloaths there Ia this 
Tranſaction I ſhall have Occaſion yo perſonate my 
Uncle ; and all that I require of you is to introduce 
me to Sir Antony Withers as Lord Lovington. 

Shift. I apprehend you, Captain Bellafont; and fo 
long as you keep within the Law, am willing to 
ſerve you upon valuable Confiderations ; but as I 
I ſelf upon my Gratitude to Sir 


particular| 
— 1 expect a good Price for my 
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Services upon this Occaſion. If ſo be the Party had 
been an Indifferent, I ſhould have been more mode- 
rate; but where my BenefaQtor is concern d, it is but 
reaſonable I ſhould be well paid. Honeſty is a ſcarce 
Commodity; and where you are to purchaſe a Man's 
whole Stock, it cannot be had for a Trifle. 

Bell. Oh! the Rogue! I muſt ſtop his Mouth, or 
he will ſhame me out of my Project. Come, Mr. 
Shifter, if you will ſtep into this inner Room, while 


I am adjuſting my Dreſs, we will agree upon the 
Price of Conſcience———Ferdinand, follow 


FzxDINAND alone. 


Ferd. If the vulgar Saying be true, that you may 
buy Gold too dear, what Sort of Purchaſe muſt he 
make that bargains for a Lawyer's — 

= Exit. 


SCEN E II. 


AView of the Country, with Corn Fields at a diſtance. 
A Number of Peaſants, Men, Women, and Children, 
as from the Harweſt-field, repofing themſelves on the 
Graſs, with various Implements of Huſbandry, &c. 


AIR XVIII. [Arnold.] 


Come, my Laſſes, let's be gay 
On this our yearly Holiday ; Store. 


eve reap d, we've mown, we've hous'd our + 


Chor. Then freely paſs the Can about, 
There's Day enough to ſee it out. 


See the Sun is bigh at Noon, 

And warns us not to part ſo ſoon ; 
Time 2 to think of Care, 

When dreaming Winter appear, 
Chor. Then freely paſs — 


Let 
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Let Swain propoſe his Toaſt, 

4 Health ber below b. C. ; 

Then , wt Rijs . 3 

* can chooſe but drink it up ? 
Chor. Then freely paſs, &c. 


When Peace and Plenty crown our Iſle, 

Twere hard if Britons did not ſmile ; 

Nature's fair Example ſee ; 

She laughs and fings, and ſo ſhould we. 
Chor. Then freely paſs, &c. 


FazperCK enters to them. 

Fred. So, ſo, good People! this ſounds well; 
Muſic lightens Labour. ——Sit ſtill, fit fill 

u've Work e in hand, and Ceremony will 

2 — 

1% Peaſ. Heaven you, young 9 
we were drinking a Can to your Health, upon your 
* and the Sun beating ſo mean hot in 
the Field , we were fain to lay ourſelves 
down under this Beechen Thicket. Margery, why 
duſtn't ſpeack to his Honour? 

Marg. Gad s'mercy! ſpeack to un? Why I be” 
danced him in my Arms when he was a Babe, as 
poor as Iam, many's the good Time. 

I / Peaſ. Ay, thee haſt fo——why I hs' work'd 
in this Field, Eee as I ſtand here, any Time theſe 
Thirty Years, and I hope to do ſo Thirty Years 
_ an it pleaſe Heaven. 

red. I hope thou wilt, honeſt Man! There is 
ſomething to be merry with when your Day's Work 
is at an End: we muſt not muzzle the Ox———— as 
the Proverb ſays. Happy People! how much more 
enviable is your Lot than mine! 


AIR XIX. [Baildon.] 
See yon humble ruſtick Swains, 
Reſting from their daily Pains ; 
Look bow careleſily they're laid 
In the cool and fragrant Shade. 
he 8 What 
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What is Wealth, and Fame, and Power ? 
Fleeting Pageants of an Houy : , 

Bluſb, Ambition, Muſb to ſee 

Happineſs unknown to thee. 


Soon as Phabus freaks the Skies, 
Freſb and light as Air they riſe ; 
And when finking in the Weſt, 
Gayly fing bim to his Reft. 


Boaft not, Pride, thy lofty State; 
Ah how little are the Great! 

Wretches, amidſt all your Cares, 
Can you find Content like theirs ? 


Peaſ. We humbly thank your Honour for your 
Bounty. 

Fred. What! here are ſome of you miſling. 
Where's Simon and Black Robin? Are not they 
amongſt you ? 

24 Peaſ. Noa, Sir; his old Honour, Sir Antony, 
has kall'd *um huome, and o_- couple of the 
Family Liveries upon their Backs, that they may 
ſtand in the Great Hall, when my Lord what d'ye 
call *um comes to ſee him.—No Offence, I hope. 
.* 

ia is diſcovered in the Back Scene, fantaſtically 
dreſt out with Flowers and other — | ws 9c 
and maſhed ; ſbe advances, diſcovers Frederick, 
farts, and goes out.] 

Fred. What have we here? A Woman maſk'd ! 
And a fair one ſhe ſhould be. Do any of you know 
who ſhe is? 

if} Peaſ. No, Sir, no: We have ſeen her in and 
about this Grove ever ſince Morning-break ; and we 
are apt to think (poor Soul) ſhe is not in her right 
: Mind z one or two of us *coſted her, but ſhe was not 

much for talking, ſo we took no further count of her. 

Fred. If that ſhou'd be the Caſe, the poor Wench 
may want ſome Aſſiſtance ; Pl! follow her and ſee. 

[Exit. 
24 Peaſ. 


inge 
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24 Peaſ. For my Peart, I'll neither meddle nor make 
with her; Dame is ſure to lead me ſuch a Life. 
iff Peaſ. Come, Neighbours, let's to Field ; now 
Simon's abſent I am Strokeſman for to Day ; nay, 
but come along. Let's be merry and wiſe, as they 
fay ; ſome Work, ſome Play; twill laſt the longer. 
Chorus repeated.] ben freely paſs, &c. 


CSC CE NE IF. : 
A more retired part of the Grove ; Amelia is diſcower d. 


AIR XX. (Scotch Air.] 


O Fate, if ſo thou deft erdain 

That I once more ſhould vie bim, 
Reflore him to my Heart again 

As fond as once I knew hin. 


But if, regardleſs of my Prayer 
Thou wilt not ſo 122 . 
Oh ! yet preſerve me from Deſpair, 

And let this Moment end me. 


How my Heart flutters at the Sight of Frederick ! 
He ſeem d ſtruck with ny Appearance ; ſurely he 
will follow me: Under this Diſguiſe J will endea- 


vour to diſcover the real State of his Heart: ſhould 


my Suſpicions of his Falthood prove true, this diſ- 
trated Habit will then properly become my Condi- 
tion. Hah! he's hete. [he puts on her Maſh, 
Fred. | follow'd you, Child, to know if you ſtood 
in need of any Afſiſtance.—W ho are you? and why 
4 =. wander about maſk d, and in that fantaſtical 
it 

Amel. Save you, Sir, may the Sun-beam never 
fcorch you by Day, nor the Dew-damps ftrike 
by Night: for the Stars tell firange Tales, and, if 
you are falſe-hearted, Perjury is wrote cn the Face 
of the Moon, and every Owl-ey'd Wizzard can read 
it. For my own Part, I care not who ſees my Face; 


tis 


% 
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tis honeſt, and ſuch as Nature made it; but there 
are Spies abroad, and therefore I go maſk'd. 

Fred. Alas! poor Wench, thy Reaſon is diſſeated. 
Have you no Friends in this Neighbourhood to take 
Care of you? 

. a Friend, Sir; my Soul loved him, 
and my Reaſon approved—but he forſook me, and 
I loſt my Wits and my Heart together. 

Fred. There are no Tokens of Inſanity in that Ex- 

fon. There is ſome Myſtery under that Maſk ; 
15 queſtion her further—[Afde.] Then you have 
loved —unſucceſsfully loved therein I pity you; 
—our Fortunes in that are alike. I myſelf adored 
the faireſt of her Sex. [ Half = 

Amel. The faireſt, did you ſay ?—Was ſhe, indeed 
the faireſt ? 

Fred. I thought her ſo.—Her Air reſembled yours, 
her — _ the * deere ſo near 
upon a Ditch wi urs, 14 0 ou ſpeak, 
— I am —— with her , 


AIR XXL* —— 


So profound an Im 
Of the Maid who was a. 

Every Nymph that | ſee has ber Air, 
Every Sound that I hear is ber Voice. 


When you figh, I can think ſbe was true, 


When you ſmile, I could ſwear ſbe was hind, 
You give ail but her Face to my View, 


And alas! I. ſee that in my Mind. 


4 An) Is it poſlible ſhe cou'd be inſenſible t to your 
Paſſion 
Fred. She has forgot her Madneſs ; ll encourage 
this Adventure. [Afde.] Alas! ſearch too deep- 
ly——regardleſs «7 — Vows, he i is married, and I 
am abandoned and undone. 
Amel. 


r 


ry 9 5 © » oo = + a «Tc S yo. ooo ww 
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Amel. Married! did you ſay? Is the married ?— 
What can he mean? Wretch I am, I am miſta- 
ken, and he loves another. [ Afede. 
Fred. You muſe. But whom do I ſpeak this to, 

hat? Come, unmaſk ; if your Features correſ- 

* ith your Limbs, 'tis cruel to conceal them. 

[ Attempts to unmaſk her. 

Amel. Not for the World, 1 eech you.. 
22 
Sake: What s's Name? 

Fred. Prithee, Child, (for I ſpeak to thee now as 
a rational Creature) what Motive can't thou have 
for aſking me that Queſtion ? 

Amel. No ill one, believe me ; yet I confeſs I am 
deſirous to have it reſolved. 

Fred. Sure 1 have not made a Conqueſt of this 
poor Wench's Heart without knowing it ; Bo. En- 
5 almoſt lead me foes it. [Afde.] 

ell, rr 
Miftreſs's Name, fince ſhe is now another's: 
was Amelia Hartley. You are now poſſeſs'd of 
my Story; which I know not how you have drawn 


from me. I muſt now leave 2 if you have any 


Afflictions, I ſincerely com te you, but Inſa- 
nity I hope is not amongſt There is my Purſe ; 
much may it comfort you ! ſo farewell. 

Amel. Hold, Sir! n amiable, 
but I need it not; take Purſe ; and if you are 
not afraid to give me a ing between the Hours 
| N I may perhaps com- 
municate to you ſome Tidings, that will both ſurprize 


and pleaſe you. 


eee 
| 2 — Farewell. 
0 [Exit. 


" 29, Ktan 
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AIR XXIL [Haſſe.] 


| Now once again the ſportive Train 
Awales to e Meaſures, 
Gay Hope ſucceeds, and with her lead. 
A — if ſmiling Pleaſures. = 
See where the torturing Furies 
Pale Grief, Deſpair — Fealouſy, 


Of meagre Cares the ghaſtly Family. 
8 C E NE V. 
Haar diſcovers bimſelf. 


Hen. Don't be frighten'd, Mrs. Clara; tis I ; 'tis 
a Friend. ; 
Auel. Henry !—— What makes thee here? 
Hen. Thank Heaven ſhe's not fo far , but 
what ſhe knows me.———(I beg pardon, Mrs. Clara, 
for my Boldneſs)—— How ſhe ſtares !——Alas, my 
Heart bleeds for her ! Do, be perſuaded to return 
home : We are broken- at loſing you 
Pill watch you Night and Day, if yon need it. 
Auel. r 
me hither ? 


Hen. Lackaday, how ſhou'd I fail ? 
Don't be angry with me, I 
moſt Part of the I Day, yet feared to accoſt you till 
now, that I fee you bo been in Diſcourſe with the 

g Squire: Fine Folks I know have ſometimes foul 
Thos hts; and in ſo lone a Place as this is, I was 
fearful he might offer at ſome Rudeneſs ; if that had 
deen the at I wou'd have been your Defender ; 
nay, I was about to come forth when he attempted to 
unmaſk you, for, great as he is, I ſhou'd not ſtand 
by and ſee you wrong'd one 

1 This honeſt — 's AﬀeQion to me is 
2 
Hen. How ſorry am I to fee you thus! What a 
piteous Change have a few Hours brought —_ 
5 


J rd, MEE on 
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Is a Mind like your's ſo ſoon overthrown ? Better be 


born a Clown like me without Wit or Underfland- 


ing to loſe, than be learned to no better Purpoſe than 


A1R XXIL bun] 


See thy Henry fill attends, © 
Still thy b Friend defends thee, 
Whither has thy Reaſon fliray'd ? 
Turn and bear ne, 
Do not fear me, + 


O thou hft, thou lovely Maid ! 


Amel Why ſhould I conceal any thing from this 
honeſt Creature ? Come hither, don't be 
alarmed : my Reaſon is no worſe than it was; I am 

Hen. Oh! the Bleſſing ! may I believe it? Then 
GO with all this diſtrafted Geer about 
N That you hell hnow in doo Time ; but wi 
me now, my good Lad, how can I reward the Ser- 
vices you have done me ; pecuviary Gratifications, 
r diſdains ; what can I do for 


* Nothing; I have deſerved nothing, 

Amel. Nay, but, —— confult your Heart. 

Hen. I dare not; it is not fit · I ſhould. 

Amel. How, Henty! is there any Doubt then of 
its Honeſty ? 

Hen. No, Mrs. Clara, I hope I am honeſt ; but I 

am ſure I am unfortunate. 

Amel. Alas, Youth ! Is it in my Power to al- 
leviate your Unhappineſs ? 

Hen. Don't aſk me that Queſtion; I am but 2 
Clown, and my Anſwer may offend you. 

Amel. I ſee the Cauſe of your Uneaſineſs, and have 
long regretted itil tell thee what, Henry, you 


and I have long been Friends; tis fit I ſhould now 
diſcloſe to you a Secret. I am not, as you conceive 


2 4 me. 
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rn but am of ſome 
Rank and conſiderable Fortune. The Concluſion 
you will draw from thence may be uſeful. —I ſee you 
Ye in Surpriſe at. what I have told you ; but if you 
will walk with me to Mrs. Olivia's, PII tell you why 
I have afſum'd this A of Madneſs. 
Hen. 1 will you, r ho! 
how baſe am I not to rejoice at this Diſcav 
Amel. When I relate ſtory more at 
Henry, you will that all the Unha ſs 
Te EIN from Love, is a 
3 IF and I woald caution every Friend 
of mine againſt it. 


AIR XXIV. [Stanley.] 
n 


4 fl eats e,. : 


When ſoon by us fond Dupes careft 
And as we refs im ts the Brea, 
as we preſs 
He aal, int the Heart. [Exeunt. 


to 


en VI. 
A Great Hall. 
Sir AnTony and PETER. 6 


ir Ant. And ſo, Peter, you can hear no Tidings 
of (this Ein Clara pete with 
Pet. No, your Honour, not I; tis ſarten ſure ſhe 
have left the Farmer's, that's one thing ; but where 
ſhe has betaken herſelf, that's another thing. For my 
Part I have been at a power of Places in queſt of 
her, . 88 Ja over the Village, quite from 
at the further End of it, to 
— here by the Church. 


Sir 


- 


oe — — 


luaaſt Interview; 


= 7 - 9 
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Sir Ant. Was ever Accident ſo croſs l every thing 
in ſo fair a Poſture for Succeſs: the Wind in my fa- 
vourite Corner, South-weſt, due as it can blow. 
Scifſon's Barometer a full Degree on the Riſe fiance 
Morning, and my Pulſe at leaſt ten Thumps in a 
Minute by a Stop-Watch quicker than it was at our 

| ſhould certainly have retriev'd that 
Mifadventure. I cannot conceive, Peter, where 
this provoking Wench has conceal'd herſelf. 

Pet. Sure I was never ſo nonpluſh'd before; and 
yet I think under Favour, pl&ſe your Worſhip, I 
can give a gueſs where ſhe is. 

Sir Ant. Why, where is ſhe, think you ? 

Pet. Why I'll ftake my Head to $ TR that 
ſhe is in our great Pond: Simon faw her that 


Way, and 'tis my Thoughts ſhe has drown'd herſelf 


for Love; for your Worſhip well knows no youn 
Girl can have any Buſineſs by the Water · ſide, — 
with that Intent. 


Sir Ant. Peter, leave me. There are Moments, 


on in which no wiſe Man cares to be overlooked. Of 


a certain this Clown has hit it; poor fond Soul! 1 
ſhall never have an eaſy Moment more, But ſoft ? 
what do Socrates, Seneca, and Sir Thomas Moore 
adviſe upon theſe Occaſions ? Have I no Memoran- 
dum? Pſha !——a Fig for ſuch a Pack of Grey- 
Beards : what ſignifies what a Man fays in a Caſe 
that can never be his own. It has ever been my For- 


tune to be admired by the Fair Sex; but ſo melan- 


choly a Proof of it I never met with before. I'll 
inſtantly give Orders for dragging the Pond: ſhe is 
- +> Lg drown'd : I cannot chooſe but weep 


Al R XXV. [Cocchi.] 


- 


Farewell, fond unhappy Creature? 

See for me phor 2 lier; 

Lightning blaft each murderous Feature, 
Blind theſe fatal, fatal Eyes ! 


C3 DO 


2 THE 4 LI 
Tet what means this 


Let 2 28 | 
of Ay 4 og =? I 


SCENE VI. 
8 enters. J 


et ave you hee ? fo, 
oo hee oem this Duy one. of the haptic 
in my Life ; but you are all bent upon thwarting me. 
There's your Brother ; Fve been rattling him ; the 


_ Sir ne. 1 | 
take it you are a Woman, born of a Womes, com- 


pounded as other Women are, 
Appetites, warm'd by the ame Ban raed bythe 
Wind ; haw have you then the Face to 
you are not ambitious ? » 4 
Compaſſion upon me, 
and don't ſacrifice me to old Age and Ill-nature, be- 
cauſe ennobled by a Title. Alas! was the Heart 


conſulted in our Alliances, we ſhould not ſee ſo many 
ſplendid Wretches as we do. 


AIR XXVI. [Howard 


And ant Dongh nee 2 
con uu fr gu Dango + 
If ver it cou'd Compaſſion feel, 
It muſt at Grief like mine. 


a 3 
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$ Yeu ſay, gra ſees Command, 


ife : 
arcs cruel, „ 
lh Why don't you take my Life ? 


Sir Ant. Come, no more of this AﬀeQation ; I 


frraoas, Si, novwicuading. "| [Exiz. 
os IT >. t 


Perz 2 to Sir An ronv. 


Pet. Sir, your Worſhip, his Lordſhip's Honour is 


got 
- Several Servants enter in old fabi tawdry 
1 


* 
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Pet. Why, pleaſe your Worſhip, my Coat had a 
2 ſo Suſan pinn'd her Garters 
upon it in lieu. , 


e 
| SHirTER introduces BELLAFONT as Lord LovinGTON. 


Shift. Sir Antony, I beg leave to prefent 

to you. | 
Sir Ant, My Lord Lovington, I am your Eordſhip's 
devoted Creature. ¶ Approaching him with ſeveral 
formal Grimaces.) A queer old Fellow by the bye. 


1 
Lord Low. Sir Antony, I am a Man of few Words, 
and leſs Ceremony Your Servant. 

Sir Ant. The Honour your Lordſhip does my 
humble Houſe in this Viſit, and the Occafion of it, 
makes me eternally your Debtor ; yet give me Leave 
to ſay, my Lord, you will not mix with a Family 
utterly ignoble ; we can tracea Pedigree in a ſtraight 


Line from old Roger —— what do you call him ?e— 


a famous Baron in the time of King John ; * 
your Lordſhip can call to mind whom I mean 
Lord Lov, Upon my Word I do not recollect the 


Sir Ant. Old Roger Montfichet, I mean, my 
Lord ; he was one of the Barons who compiled 
Charta, and both I and my Fathers have op- 

ed the Court % 


ever ſince. 
Lord Low. With great Reaſon, Sir Antony. 
Sir Ant. By my ſay-ſo (you'll pardon the Vehe- 
mence of — I believe 1 cou'd make out 
a Title to a Barony. 6 : 
Tord Low. Well, well, Sir A „ give 
no Trouble about the Pedigree of Nuk Maria ;*fo 
as your Genealogy does not finiſh, with her, ic 
little Conſequence to me whom it began with. 


is 
I venerate Antiquity for nothing but for. that rough 
Virtue, that — Simplicity of Manners, which 
diſtinguiſhed the Era of our Anceſtors from the * 


rn nd er =©— 12O0M2QOD 


| fent Age of Faſhion and Refinement. I live as they 
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did, becauſe they were tem +} coy addy” bro 
becauſe they were honeſt ; and dreſs as they did, be- 
cauſe I conceive it becomes an old Man better, than 
to befool himſelf with ſuch a Load of Frippery Stuff 
as thou _ 97 

Sir Ant Lordſhip I — is 1 


32 Yes, Sir Antony, I am as * me, 
neither more nor leſs than a plain iſhman ; my 


Ambition aſpires no hi 
Lord, I muſt 


Sir Ant. Now for my own Part, 
confeſs to you T abominate all agi 
ners and Manufactures: when I was a 
was univerſally known in the Beau Monde 
hae of Came Antoine. No doubt, my 
you have travell'd _—— 

Lord Lov. O! yes, Sir Antony, I have had an 
Itch for Rambling ng like orber idle young Fellows, 2 
I took a Journey 1 
| home contentedly ever ſince 


AIR. XXVIL [Arne.] 


From Clime to Clime 
Let others — 
From rifing to etting Sun ; 
To hl ence 7 iid * 
With giddy — haſte, 
Let the wain Creatures . a 
To ſearch for dear Vanity 
Aud catch Gleams w7 — Taſte. 


Fixt to my native 
With Eafe and Plenty crown'd, 

Content I look around, 
Nor aſk of Heaw'n a fairer Lat. 
Ne Vineyards here demand my Care, 6 
No ſpicyGales per fume the Air, 

No Citron ariſe ; 

The rugged Soil, 

Hardly abedient to the Peaſant's Tal, 

Such ſoft Luxuriance denies. Yet 


= 
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Yet Nature with maternal Hand 
A noble Dower has giv'n; 
Valour, the Birthright of the Land, * 
„And Liberty, the chaiceft Gift of Heaw'n.” 


Well, but when ſhall I fee the young Lady, Sir 
Antony ? Maſter Shifter's Report of your Daughter 
makes me deſirous of being better known to her. 
If ſhe can take up with ſuch a plain Man as I am, I 
ſhan't grow oa upon Acquaintance ; nay perhaps 
I may prove more to her mind, than ſhe thi : 
Sir Ant. I don't believe a Word of 1 
My Daughter ſhall wait upon your Lordſhip.— Twil 
never do ; ſhe will never endure him. [Afde.] Peter, 
call Maria. 
Pet. Maria ! | 
[ He ſhifts round Lord Lovington to avoid 
ſtowing his Shoulder-knot, and preſents his 
Back to the Side Scene, as he calls. 
Sir Ant. Are theſe your Manners, Sirrah ? Is that 
the Way you _ to my Daughter, Blockhead ? 
Lord Lov. Oh! let him alone, Sir Antony. Now 
T like that better than all the modern Impertinence 
of your wellbred Footmen of Quality. But here the 
young Lady comes. [Ma x14 enters. ] Madam, by 
your Leave. [Salutes her.) Why, Lawyer, ſhe as 
much exceeds your Report, as Weſtminſter-Hall 
does the Old Bailey. | 
[He withdraws to the Back Scene with Shifter. 
Mar. A very courtly Compariſon truly ! 


Sir Ant. Maria? Huſſey ! why don't you ſpeak to 


his Lordſhip ? Odsheart, you Jade, if you don't be- 
have as you ought, Pll turn Catholick and immure 
you in a Convent for Life. By the Maſs! I think 
no Father, who is plagued. with a great galloping 
Romp of a Daughter, ſhould be of any other Re- 


ion. 

Shifter [after whiſpering Lord Lovington.] That 

may be a tion, my Lord, after you are 
| . married z 


* 


414er 88 


2 


2 


o 
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married; in which Caſe, Madam Maria will be a 
Femme Couverte. 
May. I a Femme Couverte, Mr. Shifter ! I defire 
will call me none of your naſty Law Names. 
[ Shift, Now your Lordſhip having Heir Male by a 
former Venter, and the Party preſent being ſo likely 
to bear Iſſue, I ſhould adviſe | 
Mar. Pr'ythee, keep your odious Advice to your- 
ſelf. I aſſure you, Sir, I don't need it, nor ever 
intend to follow it. 
Lord Low. I perceive, Mr. Shifter, the is a Lady 
of a very high Spirit ——But come, Sir Antony, be 
not caſt down, : allow me a few Minutes pri- 
vate Converſation with your Daughter, and perhaps 
| my be rhle to being der love deter Lb 
with me. | = 
1 Sir Ant. With all my Heart, my Lord. ———-A per- 
* I 
s 


2 —— . 


verſe ungovernable Girl ! —— Come, Neighbour 
Shifter tis all over ; my Hopes of ſeeing my 

Daughter a Counteſs are all at an 1 is an 
abſurd old Fellow, that's the Truth of it. 


: [Exeunt Sir Antony, Shifter, and Serv. 
4 ATE I» 0 
© 
8 
| 


Lord Lovincton and Maria. 


| Lord Lov. Come, Madam, I would fait hope, that, 
upon better Acquaintance, you won't find me fo dif- 


agreeable. 
Mar. Indeed, my Lord, 'tis in vain to diſguiſe my 


, : Heart ; the Diſparity there is in our Manners, our 

. Fortunes, and our Age, makes me deſpair of Happi- 

=> neſs in ſo diſproportionate an Alliance. 

AIR XXVIIL * [Arne.] 
| In vain you attempt to engage, 

- Believe me you have not the Art 


The feeble Attacks of old Age 
Can never endanger my Heart. 


F 
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The dazzling Delights that await 
Upon Grandeur I need not be told ; 
Ten tell me you're wealthy and great, | 


Few Scruples you'll ſay, have been known, 
Which Gold ever fail d to remove ; 

'Tis a pow'rful Temptation I own, 
But ah! what is Life without Lobe? 


Lord Lov. As I ſup Age is the moſt ſtag- 1 
gering Citcumſtance — me, let me tell you, | 
young Lady, that tis more than probable, I am not | 
18 | 

[Speaks more in bis own Voice. 
Mar. No, o my Conſcience are you not, if I gueſs 
right. O ho! my Gentleman, is it you ? 27 
Lord Lov. Why how old now do you think I 


___ 
I don't know, my Lord, but I ſhould gueſs 
about ſeven or eight and twenty. 

Lord Lov. Seven or eight and twenty, quotha ? 
No, no, no: I was not ſo young as that comes to, 
eee . 

Mar. May be ſo; I can't tell; I am very igno- 
. but I thought I would not 
ſhock your ſhip by gueſſing yours too high. 

Lord Lov, Permit me to draw you a Chair, Miſs 

Mar. Your Contrivance, Mr. Bellafont, ſhan't paſs 
upon me this Time I can aſſure you. LA ide. 

Lord Lev. Come, fit down. No, young Lady, 
though I am pretty far advanced in Years, and muſt 
expect to 6nd the Inſirmities of old Age come upon 
me apace, yet I ſhould hope my Rank, my Poſſeſſi- 
ons, and my Liberality to you, would ſtand in the 
Place of more youthful Accompliſhments. I cannot 
flatter you ſo highly as the Men of the preſent 
D you as well. I 

are ſay, pretty one, have no Objection againſt 
being a Counteſs. - 1 — 
Mar. 


. 2 05 WHIT you, er WEINIEN 


» © 
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Mar. I don't know, my Lord, a Title, no doubt, 
has its Charms. 

Lord Low. And a Woman without Ambition is a 
Prodigy, a Monſter. _—— What is there 
which Nealth and Splendor cannot give us? — How 
* is it to marry a Beggar, and ſtarve up- 
on Love 

Mar. Very true, my Lord, it is Kind of 
Diet, and only ke for Perſons in a low Walk of Life. 

Lord Low. Coide contery, bow Coy 
ably does the Life of a Woman 
win one contin 
A Wife, above SECS os of 
— — and a Mother, without yo qa =" 
—— h 


can approac 
3  waadens 


tereſt to yield that Aﬀent, which 1 
r ; 
* N 


Mer. Now will I plague him moſt 
L. — My Heart, my Lord, is 
of Tron Allure ſure, your 
Allurements ; ay 


Lord Lov. Who? —— What? — Oh! ay 
Bellafont, you mean. —Why | hear « tolerable 


* of that Fellow. 
ar. | ſhou'd be forry to offend your Lordfhip , 
which ſays 


any 


ha 


£ 
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any thing tolerable of Captain Bellafont, muſt be 
bis 
Lord lov. Indeed! why I am cencerned to hear 


theſe Tidings of my N z eſpecially as he is 
Heir to my e bites? in caſe of my Son's 
Deceaſe. Dot the abominable A our * what 
W * * me to put on this Diſguiſe ? [ Aſide. 
me, ny Lord, to give you Pain; 
but I © 1 mult feriouſly entreat you to bring une Ne- 
here, and in your Preſence allow me to give 
bis final Diſmiſſion ; LT — of 


— — 

Lord Lov. Oh! that 1 was quit of this Fool's 
Coat that l 2 abuſe her! 2 Well, Madam, 
your Commands ſhall be obey'd ; my Nephew ſhall 
never you more. 

Mar. "Twill be a very acceptable Riddance, I 


tan aſſure your ee be — up the Stage. 
Lord Lov. Now wid I was fourſcore Miles 


off: What the Plague did | ſee in her to fall in Love 
Ld with ? Thank Heaven! I ſhall be rcevenged 


; I ſhall 
her Avarice. I hope from my Soul ſhe'll 
2 herſelf in her Garters for Vexation. — Well, 
am, I ſhall take my Leave of you on = 
when I have denounced your Ven —— 
Charles, | hope you will 1 my 2 — 
being delivered from his Addreſſes, be more at lei- 
ſure to entertain mine. 

Mar. | ſhall endeavour to ſhow my Gratitude to 
your Lordſhip, as I ought, — [Exit Lord Loving- 

ton.]— Ha! ha! ha! get "thee gone, get thee 

Poor Bellafont, thou may'ſt be a pallable 200d Sol- 
dier in the open Field and broad Day. light, but in 
the Conduct and Contrivance of a Surpriſe, thou 


art no Match for me, take my Word for it. 


AIR XXIX [Haſſe] 


Amway, diſſembling Lower ! 
' Your Preſed I diſcover, 


And 


— 
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And ſee thro” all your Art : 
Then fly from Shape to Shape, 
Yet hope not to eſcape, 
Chains encloſe your Heart. 


Exp of the Szcond Acr. 


2. 


eo ο ο ο 


ACT m. 
SCENE 1. 


A View of the Country near Sir Auron v, with a 
diſtant Proſpe& of the Houſe. 


Oris, Ausr. _ 88 
” 
ELIEVR me, my dear, | fincerely partake an 


* 
0 
- | = 
" 
* 


our Happiceſs upon this Diſcovery which 1. 
B 4 of oy Land Fidelity. 5 $4 
Amel. Dear Madam, you have laid me under eter- - - 
nal Obligations; I owe every thing to your prudent 
Advice and hoſpitable Reception. 
_ Oliv. Don't ſpeak of it, Amelia; the Pleaſure 
that I take in finding young Withers worthy of the 
good Opinion I have always entertain'd of him, 
makes me almoſt as much intereſted in this Event as 
yourſelf. | 
Amel. How generous is this! Yes, I confeſs to you 
my Heart is much lighter fince this Adventure. We 
have both, I perceive, been in an Error ; he in be- 
lieving | had married Lord Wealthy, and I in ap- 
prehending he had forſaken and forgot me; but, to 
my unſpeakable Tranſport, 1 find his Affection for 
me unimpeit'd by Abſence ; and what mine for him 
muſt be, the deſperate Step | have taken ſufficiently 
demonſtrates. 
Ol. Come, my Dear, don't condemn the gene- 
Tous Reſolution which Love has inſpired you with; 
E 2 neither 
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neither the Conduct, as I hope, nor the Condition 
of your Lover will ever reproach you. 
Amel. O Madam, with the Man of Heart 
there is no Condition in Life can be fo humble, 


* 
, 


which | ſhould not infinitely prefer to all that Wealth 
and Greatneſs can beſtow without him. 
AIR XXX. [Ciampi. ] 
Thro' theſe Wilds ſecurely ranging, 


Here my without regiaing 
Each ambitions Thought reigning, 
Looks with Pity on the Great. 


Oliv. 1 your Sentiments, Amelia : but 
„it draws towards Evening; and as we are 
king homewards, I will communicate to you a 

"Deſign which 1 have forin'd for your diſcovering 
Tour ſelf to Frederick before the Time appointed for 
Four Meeting; for | am determined, if poſliblez. to 
bring Matters to a Concluſion betwixt you before 

this Day is at an End. D [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Battarenr, Mania. 


Mar. Very well, Mr. Bellafont, there's an End 
then to every thing between us; benceforward we 
are to think of each other no more. 


Bell. Never; never. I would baniſh from my 


Memory, if poſſible, the very Name of Maria. 


"Mar. You carry this Matter very triumphantly 


truly. 

Bell. I ſuppoſe your Vanity ſome Gratih- 
cation upon this Occaſion ; but it would be ſtrange 
Folly in me to bewail a Separation, which | muit 
ever conſider as the moſt fortunate Event in my Life. 

Mar. No doubt it muſt have been ſtrange Iadiſere - 
tion in you to have thrown away ſo much Merit up- 

on 
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on a Woman with 1 Thouſand Pounds 
to her Fortune. — To be ſure, Captain, you have 
Views of a much higher Sort. | 

Bell. I have iadeed Worth and Honour; and a 
noble Mind ſhall be the Portion of the Woman I a- 
ſpire to; theſe are the Qualities, which I once 

ght I diſcover'd in Maria; and for which alone 
] admired her: all other Poſſeſſions 1 look onwith 
Diſdain. | 

Mar. 2 I run om bla Jews dan he the 
dear Delight of tormenting him a lit ger: 
has — Heart by the noble Manner in which 
he renounces it. [Afide.} Hold, Mr. Bellafont, 
don't let us part is this Manner ; your Re- 

ds for me muſt have been very infincere, to be 

id afide with ſo much Indifference. 

Bell. Why ſhould I complain, and to whom? 
What Senſe of my Sufferings can ſhe have whom 
Gold could bribe to abandon me? whom the dirty 
Poſſeſſions of Lord Lovington could prevail upon to 
take old Age, with all its melancholy Attendants, 


to her Arms? That ever ſo mean a Paſſion as Ava» © 


rice could find Reception in ſo fair a Boſom? © 
Maria, what Youth and Beauty art thou about to 
ſacrifice to Vanity and Ambition! Juſt Heaven, 
how bleſt we might have been! Wealth and Gran- 
deur indeed | could not have endow'd thee with ; 

but an honeſt and faithful Heart is an Oblation which 


a generous Woman would have preferr'd before them. 


AIR XXXI. Duetto. [Bach.] 
Bell. Yes 'tis plain, foe me tremble, 
While I tear ber from my Heart. 
Mar. Sure be knows I but difſemble, 
When I tell him to depart. 
Bell. Lowe awuay ! thou baſt betray'd me. 
Mar. Pity, hence! Reſentment aid me. 
Bell. / renounce thee, wenal Beauty, - 
Thus I tear thee from my Heart. 
Mar Haughty Lover, know thy Duty, 
See without a Wc part. [Exit Bellaſont. 
3 


Maxis 
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Mania, alone. 


| Now have I trifled with this Bellafont, till I am 
feriouſly in Love with him; from being at firſt ac- 
—— Amuſement, he is now become eſſen- 
S dap'd S Gerbe. than by Geli 
tener dup'd r ty. 
How many young Women have theſe 1255 | Expe- 
iments ſurrpriz'd into Loye with Men at firſt alt 
ther indifferent to them! Yet ſure | have a worthier 
Cauſe for approving this Man. He is _=_ 
T TA en ee cod peri Le 
ting t rick upon me, r 00 
— | know not; but i hova fom by this 
Attack upon my Vanity, that u —— 
Conſtancy or my Underſtanding.— Be it what it will, 
Tam decermined to puniſh him for his blunderi 
Contrivance, if it is only to enhance the Value of 
Obedience. 


ny future 
[Bach.] 


Doubts that beighten, 
Tears that brighten, 
Toi, that earn Silas "they obtain. 
| hehe a mutual Flame tonſeſſing, 

amp the Youth they think they're bleſſing, 

| He cannot love, wha don't complain. [Exit. 


'$SCENE m. 


BeLLAFONT ; ſpeaks as be enters. 


Don't think, Madam, that I am come back to 

Hah! the's gone.—Well, farewel to her, baſe un- 

rous Woman! —1 am aſhamed to find what 

A — Fen: by the Pain it gives 
7 me to vreſt it from her Poſſeſſion. 


FERDINAND 
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FznDinand enters, ſpeaks in the Side Scene. 
Well, Sir - 
L What, you're agreed then; all's over, is it 
not 
Bell. Yes, all is over. 
Ferd. | am glad on't ; I congratulate you with all 
my Heart ; pray, Sir, when is it to be? 
Bell. What does the Coxcomb mean? When is 


Bell. Never, I tell you, never.— And hark'ee, 
Sir, dare not for your Life, Sirrah, not for 
Life, ever mention to me that Name again. ot” 

[Seizing bim by the Collar. 

Ferd. I am dumb, Sir, | am dumb; and if you 
don't let go my Throat, ſhall be ſo in earneſt, 

Bell. | would have you ſo, at leaſt on this Subject. 
— But 1 correct myſelf, and am aſhamed of my Paſ- 
fion. — This Woman, Ferdinand, puts me wt 2 — 
ſelf —Your Miſtake certainly did. not merit ſo rough 
a Reproof, nor your Services. — I am ſorry for what 
A done. — Ferdinand 2 1 to ſee 

is Woman once again — (why don't 
—— but it ſhall be bs he Character of Lord yer ma 
ton ; I will draw her on to conſent to marry = 
that Diſguiſe, and then diſcover myſelf and upbrai 
her.— Ha l. what think you ? — Will it not be er- 
cellent Revenge? — Why don't you anſwer ? 

Ferd. | ſay nothing, Sit, | am reſolved upon that ; 
but I can't help thinking tho' that the trucſt Re- 
venge you cou'd take wou'd be to marry her firſt, 
and diicover yourſelf afterwards. 


ATR XXXUL 


When a Maid's in the Mind to marry, 
He's an Aſs that thinks ſhe'll tarry ; 


Take 


| Show'd fbe look before ſhe leaps, Sir, 
Or not wed before ſbe fleeps, Sir, 
You are left in the lurch; all is over ! 
She is fled to ſome happier Lover, 
And you may go bang, fooliſh Man ! 


SCENE IV. 
Pavpy, BzeLLaronT, FerDinanD. 
Paddy. Saave you, Sir ; long Life to you, noble 


ain. 
What, my brave Iriſh Boy ! How fares the 
World with thee, Paddy, theſe bard Times ? 
Paddy. You may ſay that — the Times are indiffer- 
ent hard truly ; for o my Troth this is not « Country 
to live well in, when a Man has nothing to live up- 
on; and your Honour well knows that I was always 
too honeſt to work, and too idle to ſeal, (as the 
Saying is.) So | even think of walking homewards 
into my own Nation again. | 
Bell. Alas! my Friend, Potatoes and Butter-milk 
are but ſorry Diet, for a gallant Lad, who has car- 
tied Conqueſts into every Corner of the Globe. 
Paddy. Ay, my dear Sowl, but I have a ſmall 
of Conſcience beſides all that now; for you 
ſhall know that I was fain to put off my Religion 
for a while to ſerve his Majeſty King George, (God 
bleſs him!) and I can get Abſolution now in wy 
own Country for nothing. 5 : 
Bell. Well, thou art a hearty Soldier, let thy Faith 
be what it will.—What haſt got there ? I Paddy takes 
deut bis Handkerchief with the Purſe wrapt in it. 
Paddy. Why tis ſomething of your Honour's, 
which I found upon the Way hither, and I was 
thinking whether 1 ſhou'd deliver it to you aow, or 
aſter I was gone. 2 


11 


2 
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Lawyer that Maſter Ferdinand toid me had cheated 


of it. 

Bell. Why how now, Paddy ! what, turn Thief, 
and rob a Man of his Money ? 1 : 
Paddy. Bub a boo! — Rob? why as | have a Sol 
to be ſaved now, I aſked him to give it me for 
Love's ſake civilly 3 but I believe he is the biggeſt 
Rogue in the World, for he refuſed me out and 
3 Rogue's Pate and took it from 


a fine Joke! But if me here 
for ac a Trifle CR be a 
— 
At all. 


"tis nothi - 

— but for a great and a rich Gentleman like 

pw If to be without it, is a Sia and Shame, Devil 
me if it is not. 


AIR XXXIV. 


O think not that Paddy u ill palter 
Becauſe he has broke a 5 * Pate, 
Th: Man that's afraid of a Halter, 


| Deſerve: net ſo lofty a Fate. 


O Conner 
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O Conner ſo nobly deſcended - 

. Will never fo meanly deſcend; 

For why ; when my Life it is ended, 

Why then of my Life there's an End. 
[ Runs out. 
Bell. Here, Ferdinand, [giving him the Purſe] tun 
after rhat wild Iriſhman and catch him, if you can, 
before the Law does. [Exit Ferdinahd.] To trace 
Actions apparently 1 from diſhonouring Motives 
is no uncommon Thing; but it is the Peculiarity 
of his Nation to commit the wildeſt Extravagancies 
upon Principles of the moſt exalted „ 


SCENE v. 
4 Hall in Sir Auro Houſe. 


Fazpenrce, Maris. 


i And do you intend to keep this Aſſigna- 
Fred. Punctually 
Mar. Tie a ftra 


nge Adventure. An [ntrigue with 
» Maſk in this Place, and at theſe Times, hat « 
mighty romantick Air with it: and | cannot h 
thinking that your Damſel is diſtracted in Reality, as 
well as Appearance. | 

Fred. She is in her perſect Senſes I will engage 
for her, but ſhe has almoſt deprived me of mine ; 
for ſhe ſo exactly reſembles in Voice, Air and De- 
portment, her whom [| once call'd my Amelia, that 
my Heart has been ſtrangely agitated ever fince [ 
ſaw her; and I cannot help being as impatient for a 
ſecond Interview, as if | was actually to meet the 
Odject of my Affection. 
ar. She is much beholden to her Miſk I dare 
ſay ; and o'my Conſcience were all Men's Imagina- 
tions as lively as your's is, Frederick, the Women 
wou'd do well to copy her Faſhion; but- it ſhould 
ſeem by the preſent Mode of Dreſſing, as if they 
were apprehenſive that the Men would give 1 — 

it 
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Credit for no other Beauties, than thoſe which they 


Fred. Upon my Word we are much beholden to 
the Ladies for their fair and open Dealing with us. 

Mar. Come, my dear Brother, moralizing don't 
become us; and I take it you ate rather too young 
to reaſon the Fair Sex out of their Coquetries. 


0 AIR XXXV. 


Vain Attempt to rail at Pleaſure, 
Leave the World to mend at Leiſure ; 
. Sour Ilk-nature, far away! 
Innocence is always gay. 


2 Lives ſeverely noting, 
very Error gladly quoti , 

Age, | leave that Taft bs thee : 

What are others Faults to me ? 


Fred. A Loſer has a right to rave at the Arts by 
which be has been trepann'd. | 

Mar. Poor mortified Lover !—But by what Means 
do you propoſe to diveſt yourſelf of this unfortunate 
al By banifhing myſelf for ever from the Sig 

Fred. By bani ever 
<i> oo e 
Country where my Paſſion had Birth, and from 
every Scene that may remind me of a Misfortune, 


which I fear no Time can ever extinguitſh. 
Mar. And has . to your 


Scbeme of travelling 
Fred. He has ; his Vanity ſtood my Friend, and 
I ſucceeded. | | 


Mar. | am glad of it; we never apply to Diſſi- 
pation as a Remedy for Sorrow, till the Cure is half 
performed without it. 

Fred. Well, Maria, ſince you have made me the 
Confidante of your Paſſion for my Friend Bellafont, 
ſuffer me in my Turn to aſk you in which of his 
CharzQers you intend to marry him ; for I take it 
for granted you (like all other Clients in the Affair 
of 
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of Marriage) determined upon 
took Council on the Expedi 
Mar. Why, to ſpeak 


for 

turn'd 

_ fooliſh 

with me 

brook it 

Fred. Maria, I think he 
bios. Þ — De- 

ger of cis of the 

t 


5 
8 
= 
7 


obſti- 


FFF 


. Void of every generous Paſſion, | 
2 — — ien 
s diſgracefut Faſbi 
Woe the — 2 the Heart. p 


Thou alone alike di 

Wealth and Tit with Diſdain, 
Worth with equal Worth rewarding, 
Lev, and art below d again. 


PaTzR 
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ſays b 
liam Ta bro 
85 2 9 8 —— cap ite 2 


Hah from young Hartley! — [Reads 


4 Letter.) 
„ Dear Fassen, way 
Wia are in the greateſt 


r vithout 
oy Conditions | am bid to hom tel 
« will be received with 


RE DOIN "OL IPA 
hear and read it ri e 
and halbſbe' yet! be mine? But hold ing Foſt- 
ripe. he add Lord Wealthy's Condet Gnce 
3 Zadie Abſence. has been. ſuch, a8 leaues us 
2 to Fegret the Wa bis 

rod N fa. beg an /Exent ? Dear 

theſe Tidings make me! 
Wake . — — 


News in another Poſtſcript, which will make you 
Kilb bappier, if I am „ of my gueſs, — - Sal 


— 
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I] read it? Is your Reſolution Proof agaiaft 

Fortune, 2s well as ill? He tells me <p 
« his Neighbour Lord Lovingtoo is dead of an 
9 aj Fit, occaſioned, us is ſuppoſed, by 
66 be received at that his Son had 
4 -joft his Life in a drunken Fr at Naples. That 
00 Bellafont was Heir to his Title and Por- 
„ tune, and that an had been ſent after 
4 him to Saliſbury, where be bad lately been upon 


« the breakin oh "—_ 
Well, Maria — you all this? Fortune is 
in a giving Mood, and throws us Wealth, Titles 


r . Foy. es 


any body. 
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Lord Lev. But ſuppoſe I am too capricious to 
will any thing, and too difkeult to be pleas'd with 


.to 
Mar. My Patience ſhall fubdue your Caprice, 
and my Tears ſhall ſoften your Anger, 
Lord Low. Plhaw ! if vo weep, | ſhall laugh at 
z and it you are merry, I ſhall bate you: Your, 
ears will only perſuade me you are a Hypocrite, 
and your Smiles woy'd convince me that you were 
plotting my Diſhonour. . 
Mar. That is hard: bat a fileot and reſpectful 
Obedience to all your Hamours, may leave you 
without Suſpicion or — | 
Lord Low. No; impo z your Silence I ſhall 
interpret to be Sullenneſs, and whatever you ſpeak, 
1 hall think 1 * 1 . the” I 3 
marry for your Beauty, all ſcorn oc 
your Meanaefs: A to that, altho' | am — 
to Exceſs, yet | ain torwented with an eternal teach - 
ing aſter wore ; all within me is a Chaos of cla- 
morous Defires, all without lnficuity and Diſeaſe. 


. a ver : 
Dialogue; and If in is ny Amuſement e you to 

carry it on, Iam at your Service. 
Led Low. Why! what! did you know me then 
all this while, notwichflanding this Diſguiſe ? — 
Mar. What Diſguiſe? Your Dreſs indeed is a 
1 but, pon Noon ined Loving- 
concluded it was ſome Family Faſhion. - 
7. Why; af. ens Jawa? Campos, con Man 

Y. ay, are you got TTY, 

of Honour, ſeek to im 414 ome for 
2 ? As for the Deſeription you give 
me of your Perſon and Diſpoſition, I aſctibe all 
that to an amiable Diffidence of yourſelf, which is 
F 2 a Qualicy 
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2 | bave al remarked in with 
« Qual ways you with fingu- 
i ay! Tam in a fine Dilemma : I 
7 mighty ridiculous. 
Mar. Ha! 1 | 


AIR XXV {Ame} 

21 Froek bes gende 

a Head for plotring, © 

Can n « Smple Maid withſtand? 


uch Art aſſaili » 
You — — 


1 muff yield Heart and Hand. 


With . 5 
All my Ways | 


) 


you, 
Think 
Nay, newer dbabe > here's my Hand / | 
How baſbful you fland : — "Tis too late to repent. 


Lord Lov. Well! I deſerve to be laugh'd at, Lesen- 
feſs ; but, dear Maria, let me beſeech you ſeriauſily 

to tell me. wou'd you have carried this Adventure 
todd, and been difintereſted enough Dany <> 
honeſt Fellow like qe without a Det? 

Mar. It is an Honour, my Lord, which 1 thou'd 
infallibly have accepted. 

. Lord Lov. but be ſerious, =—— TM 

Mar. Hehl here comes my Faber; compoſe 
yourſelf; all will be well; yp. wares. and 
now my Lord Lovinyton. $1 

_ Lord Lu. Yes, 79: Lam Lord Lovingony . 
fear me. Generous Maria! * 


SCENE 


* 
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SCENE VIL 
Enter Sir AnTony and FrzpunICE. 


Sir Ant. Well, m Lord, are you and my Daugh- 
=r come 66 « riches Uadaduatiag yer? 
Lord Low. PerſeQly, Sir Antony ; 1 find her all 
Gentleneſs and Compliance ; and if the Parſon and 
the Lawyer were but as ready, I ſhould hope there 
RES =, 
Anti, Vet ver | 
Shifter — Moment z 8nd * — 
II a 
now ſhort ve ineſs of 
2 Wa 1 act prtd 
ar. too, ; can 
this Gentleman to delieve it. i 
Sir Ant. Believe it ? What do 
what do you mean? His 
have you, is he not? You heard 
Moment 


Lord dev. What Frolick has ſbe got in her Head 
now ? [Afpde. 
Mar. Very true, Sir, | heard him ſay be was 
ready to. party me; but I can't perſasde bim chat 
. 
a 
? Are mad, 

offey? Who is be then? who be 


no longer. 
4 Lov. Ob! the infuferable Jite. 


Sir Ant. Why 1 em tbuoderfiruck } Bellafont ? — 
Captain Bellafoat ?— Who are you, Sir, and what 


8 7 

ed. Let me look 8 little nearer : —'Tis even ſo! 
my Friend Cbarles Bellafont, as 1 live? Ha! ha! 
— how whimfical this is! What, in Maſ- 


F 3 Sir 
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Sir Ant. Maſquerade, do you call it? Why 'tis 
« woll wicked —-—-—-—t— tion. — But 


come, Sir, decamp, move off, 1 
to a mo pitate Netreat. 
Mar. Hold. Ke, you are miſtaken ; 1 jaGft upon | 


it hes Lord Lovingron. 
Lord Lov. "Tis falſe; 1 aw not: nor wou'd I 
accept the Wealth of the Indies with an Eacum- 
r 

All. Hal hat ba! 

Lee Len. Tia very well ; lengh on, tis 
well ; bot N Frederick, 
— 1 


A1R um + [Argold.] 


Give me back my Heart, Sedueer ! 
| _—— Freedoms I regain 
tempts me 10 accuſe bey ; 
forbids me 40 
7 bus | tear my Chains . | 
' -fhow can Hraven withhold its Thunder ? 


„ l(Goiag. 


; - Fred. Come, Bellafont, we have carried this Jeſt 
C * fac enough : you ure really, as ſhe te lis you, Lord 
> Lovington; and, if you won't take my Word for 
+ It, you may read that Paper. Vou will pardon a 
little barmleſs Raillery, and, if aro ſerious ia 
your Eſtecum ſot my Siſter, | em confident wy Fa- 
ther and his Family will think themſelves y 
honour'd in your Lordfhip's Alliance. 
Lord Lov My Uncle and my Coulin dath-dead ! 
Amel Maris, my Ambition indeed will 
2 but my | Happinefs tie you"only * 
ow | 
Sir Ant. Why, how is als this, Frederick? Some- | 
tigers boy is 6 Lotd, and ſometimes he is gon. 
Whae | is the Truth? 


WEN Feed 


8 


_ 


for few Minutes, and return with alt haſte.” 


bas bid herſelf, 1 
- that! 
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Fred. This Letter, Sir, will explain it to you ; 
indeed | wou'd recommend the Whole to your Pe- 
ruſal. — Come, my Lord, if you will withdraw 
to my Apartment, and dives yourſelf of your whim- 
fical Habiliments, my Man can equip * with 
ſome Cloaths of mine. 

Lord Low. There is no need, Frederick ; my Ser 
vant is waiting without ; for to ſay the Truth, on 

> ws. of aſhamed of this + Dial, «od 
cou'd faugb as gs Jo the 
ridiculous Figure 1 3 wed ranſ- 
action. 


Sir nt. Well, there is fome Senſe in this. E. 
turning the Letter.) My Lard, I beartihy congratu- 
. eee my Ioci- 


vility to 
„ mention it not, leſt 
you bring me to the bluſh. | will take my leave 


.. [Exit Lord Lovington. 
Sir Ant. By my e. this is an Event that will 
make no ſmail Figure upon Paper ; 1 am only con- 


cery'd that my Part bas not been ſo biilliant as | 
cou'd wiſh ; but I awſt help that out in the Rela- 
tion. This Jade Clata has cruelly difar 2 


Matters; no where to be found, cither by 


Water: Well, well, we have not-d 


rag'd he Pars 


| for nothing. Now; Frederick, cos d we but find 


where rr mean where Miſs 1 


be diſpoſe of both my C 
! Lwou'd it was come to 


dren at once. Od: 


AIR XXXIX. enn! 
1 hom any Children are e gone, . 


K Hilde. that Way, and every Way; 


And a happy. Dey will be that Day, 
| When they've left me to myſelf alone, 
With g this Way, &c. 
And I und they were gone every one, 


Then 
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Then will I ſeek out for a Wife, — 
_—_ — ihe aber Day, 

When I renews « modded Life, 
With a this W 


For every Way Fl paſo wy Wife. 


But ſbou'd ſbe prove pert and beld. 
ik a the We 
— Day 
When I lighted 
With a this . 
4b! N "fe forme that am ol? 


n 


abe a Scold, 
ay. &c. 


ia © ————— 4 — all — 
and Matier Grubb's Cows are peſter'd with 
the Tail-worm ; ſo that we we fit tothiok, pleaſe 
r 
Sen, as it were. 


Sir AnTonyY % AuzLia. 


Sir Ant. Well, Child, is it you have done all ibis? 
I ſee you are a Dealer in the Black Art. 
[ Pointing to ber Maſh. 


if Peaſ. Noa, your Honour, we don't 

ſay ſo; but we were a little dubilous about the 

you he ſo we'll pray your Worſhip to exa- 
a 


Fred. 
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Fred. O Neighbours, leave ber wen. Pil exa- 
wine her. 

iſt Peaſ. We are much bebolden to your Honour : 
Pray you now, young Gentleman, aſk ber why ſhe 
wears that back Thing athwart ber Face, whereof 
| eas take wy e ES 
15 » young Woman © at, as ever my 
ela tf hy bs hope ing about the 
Grove at the Bottom of rhe Paddock; can be 
no good Intent in that. | * 
Sir Ant. Go, ye hople 
leave the young Woman w 
Hen. [te one 
; li 


young Woman, let us know 
i muſk, and what yver Buſineſs is is 


„ ” 
| Profefion, Sir, is Fortune telling 1 
eſe! My Profe 4 
.es wich the Mn, x 

Amel. Give me Hands [Taking 
wit on6 Hand, and Frederick ih the her 


AIR M. | [Armas] 


2 beate & re Pre 
You love, alas! but love in vain. [Ta Sir A 
The Grove. —— The endes was the Scene. | 
Tas de been ts blame —— 
'Oh1 be for Shawe, 


a Wich Hein l rey 10 wear « Head fo green. 


boar nl. — Your Miftr 
ä 
4 can | 
j 1, ns ce Rejoice ! K 
Here is my CH 
Comotite Ob ! . ond never 
mY 1 ,.. into 


Ls 


P 


255 


2. 


— 
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Fred. O tranſpor 
thee? Do | again em thee, my dear, wy 
deſtin'd Amelia? ö 

Mar. Amelia - - - -? 

Sir Ant. What do | hear? And are you, that were 
my Clars, the Daughter of Sir William Hartley ? 
Amel. | aw, Sir, ant&can you be generous 
to forgive my Preference of your Son before you 

Sir Ant. Oh! no more of that | charge you. 
"Tis well we are wiſer than our Childres, for cer- 
tainly they have ſome unaccountable Advantages 
over us. 

Fred. O my Amelia, I have News for thee, which 
I flatter myſcif you will be pleaſed with: your 


Friends we impatient to receive you, and have con- 
ſeattd to our Union. 
| Hel. Then is my Joy Naw bad I but 


o Privnd chat can 'd relate to 2 

FE 

Hen. You have a Friend, Madam, an bumble and 

a faithful one; ready to undertake that Office, or 

any other you can lay open him. 
Amel. | thank thee, my good Henry, and will 

accept your Services. Frederick, I have much to 

4 whou | defire yor will love 
my 

L his Fortune ſhall be my 


Hen. Thank Heaven! I ſhall now be abſent, 
when ſhe is married. [Afde.] [Exit Henry. 
Lord Lovincton enters and ſpeaks. 


What do 1 ſee? n my Couſin Eaily Hartley ? Wh 
this is fortuoate Deſcri F N 


natuce enn bleſs 2 2 85 art 


Emily, ae bes + Mo, thew art py me io re- 
turn 


4 * 
1 


ting Surprize! Do be 
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Gendemen ons of bs 


PI 


| Pod. Honeſt, 


_ cruel to call the 


77] 


I believe be thioks ſo him 


Conſciface 


expole me ke —_— 


VERS 


33 
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